*    The Dirty Pup    *

tion went further than a pointed breast. But women are
marvellously adaptive to circumstances. The ladies
laughed among themselves, but acquired the technique
of talking like pundits. After a time they began to
think they were really learned and to look down on
other girls who expressed themselves normally. A
court jargon grew up which was quite unintelligible
outside the iiiner circle which surrounded the King.
The evening parties in his rooms were stifling enter-
tainments. He would have spent the day in successive
conferences with doctors of letters and would arrive
with fresh interpretations of the classics and their com-
mentaries. These he would ask the concubines and
ladies to discuss. The brightest girl was the one he
chose to go to bed with, but even in bed he continued
his quotations.

This air was too overcharged for Usana and he was
always travelling. He liked hunting and visiting local
governors. Indeed, his father encouraged him in this,
making him his deputy when local enquiries were neces-
sary or where a point of law had to be elucidated by an
examination in situ. Kyazwa loathed talking to country-
people. On one of these trips Usana found himself at
dusk approaching Myit-tha, a village of rice-fields and
betel gardens on a pleasant stream. The hot weather
was at its height with the month of April, and, as to the
year, Ma Saw was not yet born.

When he reached the cultivated land near the village,
the sun's disk rolled under the plain. It was the hour of
the evening bell, when dust billows into the sunset as
the cattle are driven home across the stubble fields. In
that twilight the lanes were full of their lowing. There